STRANGE INTERLUDE

EVANS
{Relieved)

Well, it's true.

{Then coming to her - humbly ingratiating)
You've felt a lot better lately, haven't you, Nina?

NINA

{With a start - sharply.)
Why?

EVANS

You look ever so much better. You're getting fat.
{He forces a grin.)

NINA
{Curtly.)

Don't be absurd, please! As a matter of fact, I don't feel a
bit better,

EVANS

{Thinldng despondently)

Lately, she jumps on me every chance she gets ... as if
everything I did disgusted her! . . .

{He strays over to the window and looks out listlessly.)

I thought we'd get some word from Charlie this morning
saying if he was coming down or not. But I suppose he's still
too broken up over his mother's death to write.

NINA

{Indifferently.)

He'll probably come without bothering to write.
{Vaguely - zoonderingly)